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Summary: 


Five times Percy accidentally walks into Apollo fucking someone. 
One time Apollo walks into Percy getting fucked. On purpose. 
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1. five times 
Author's Note: 


e For ashilrak. 


so anyways. things happened. enjoy :) 


one 


The first time it happens it’s a Saturnalia frat party at New Rome 
University. 


It’s still his first year and he’s eighteen. Percy’s memory of this incident is a 
little hazy, like an old memory that you aren’t sure actually happened or if it 
was actually a dream. He remained convinced it had been a product of 
alcohol, his imagination, and a long night of partying and making out with 
Annabeth in tight corners making him a little horny as he looked for the 
bathroom, until, well. Until it happened again. 


The music was so loud it kept him from hearing the moans until the second 
he opened the door and stepped in. 


And there it was: a dark-haired, blue-eyed girl he didn’t recognize propped 
up on the sink counter, all of its items on the floor, her top unbuttoned and 
her bra either missing or she didn’t have one at all, so her breasts are on full 
display. They bounce as she moans up a storm, skirt also on the floor, 
probably because Apollo is standing between her thighs, her legs wrapped 
around his waist, one of his hands holding her by the hair to pull her head 
back and the other working at her clit as he fucks her hard enough that 
Percy can hear the creaking of the wooden counter under the pressure. 


He had his head buried against her neck, but in the split second it takes 
Percy to process the situation he’s lifted it, turning his head to the side to 
look at the intrusion, still fucking her like he doesn’t care. 


Apollo smiles. “Percy! Nice seeing you here. Enjoying the party?” 


The girl makes a noise as Apollo removes his hand from her clit to push his 
wet fingers inside her mouth. Apollo, meanwhile, just looks at him, waiting 
for an answer. He’s barely a little flushed, doesn’t look sweaty, and isn’t 
even panting. 


Percy blinks, stepping back. “Uh, sorry, man, didn’t know it was busy—” 


“Tt’s fine,” Apollo shrugs it off, and turns towards the girl. “You close, 
sweetheart?” 


She makes a sound of agreement, and Apollo, if possible, changes the pace 
to something even more brutal, almost making her hit her head against the 
wall, letting go of her hair to use that hand on her clit now. Percy’s mouth 
drops open as the girl starts screaming, and Apollo just licks his lips, 
seemingly unaffected, smirk on his lips. He turns his head towards Percy 
again and winks, as if to say ah, orgasms, am I right? 


He never makes a conscious decision to stay and watch but by the time his 
alcohol-addled brain realizes he can just leave it’s too late and the girl is 
already twitching, gasping, rotating her hips into Apollo’s rough thrusts as 
he slows down to let her ride her high as long as possible. Percy doesn’t 
want to admit it but it’s kinda fascinating, for the extended minute or two 
that it lasts. 


Then everything is done and Apollo pulls out of her and Percy gets an 
eyeful of his dick and this is when he turns around, closes the door, and 
hightails it out of the room without saying another word. He ignores how 
hard he is in his pants, all of the sudden, and how his mild horniness has 
become a burning need to find Annabeth, and, uh, go home. 


He didn’t know it then. But it was only the start of a pattern. 


two 


The second time happens almost six months after the first, and by then 
Percy’s mostly forgotten about it. And by that, he means he told Piper about 
it, they laughed at how weird that was, and he’s never addressed it again. 
Never thought about it again. Nope. 


On this occasion, Percy’s at a concert, hanging out with Piper because 
Annabeth couldn’t keep her promise of being done with her projects in time 
to come with her, so he’s here instead. She got VIP tickets, somehow, but 
Percy thinks it’s more related to dumb luck and her dad’s former celebrity 
status than it is to her charmspeak, considering Piper had been trying to win 
the tickets on Twitter for a month. 


The VIP pass includes a meet-and-greet, which went decently enough. The 
singer, a tall, dark haired guy, seemed nice enough but clearly wanted to get 
it over with, almost anxiously looking at the door as if waiting for everyone 
to leave or for someone to arrive. Near the tail end, as the guy said his 
goodbyes, Percy slipped away to go to the bathroom, unsupervised, and 
now he’s lost in the venue, trying to find an exit and clumsily following the 
signs hanging up on the walls. 


He must have gotten turned around at some point or something, because he 
finds himself at a dead end, a locked double door in front of him that they 
must use to move heavy equipment around, so Percy turns and takes a 
different route. 


It’s five minutes into this that he starts hearing the moaning. He frowns, 
tilting his head in confusion, wondering if some crazy fans might have 
decided to love it up while high on concert adrenaline, and figures he might 
as well follow the noise and interrupt to see if the couple can at least guide 
him to an exit. 


He turns a corner and finds Apollo ramming into the ass of the singer they 
came to see, pressed face-first so that his cheek rubs aggressively against 
the wall. One of Apollo’s hands is at his hip, the other is jerking the guy off, 
an obscene amount of precum escaping the head of the singer’s dick and 
dripping down his wrist, onto the ground. 


“You sounded so pretty for me tonight,” Apollo says, words husky against 
the singer’s ear, who moans and arches his back, pushing his ass out. “Yeah, 
that’s right— sorry I couldn’t come earlier, honey, you know I have a 
chaotic life—” 


“Um,” Percy interrupts, ignoring the way his heartbeat is beating in his ears, 
how he’s started sweating and breathing hard. The singer doesn’t even seem 
to notice, too lost in pleasure, but Apollo startles and looks at Percy, raising 
his eyebrows in surprise. Still, much like the first time, he doesn’t stop 
fucking into the guy, smiling at him. “This is... awkward.” 


“Why do you say so?” Apollo chuckles, and starts moving his hips a little 
faster. The singer lets out a curse and whimpers, his voice raising in 
volume. Percy finds that he doesn’t appreciate it as much as he did during 
the concert. “I’m always happy to see you, Percy.” 


“Right,” Percy nods, eyes looking anywhere but at the point where Apollo’s 
cock enters the guy’s ass. He didn’t have such a good vantage point— uh, 
he means, unfortunate position to see this last time, and now he’d like to 
avoid seeing as much as possible. He figures that he probably shouldn’t stay 
to watch this time, so he rushes his words out. “Uh, can you like, point me 
to the exit—?” 


“Fuck, yeah!” The singer moans, and Apollo turns back to look at him 
almost as if he’d forgotten what he was doing. At that realization, he 
presses the singer harder against the wall, and starts thrusting deeper. 
Percy’s heartbeat quickens in pace and volume and he swallows, mouth dry, 
as he watches Apollo pull the singer’s hair back to make him turn his head 
for a kiss. 


He tums to leave. He really does. But Percy sees the three hallways 
expanding out before him and to each side and he realizes he doesn’t 
remember which one he came from anymore, and he’s still lost. So he turns 
back around and sighs, resigning himself to his fate. 


He’s just in time to see the singer orgasming all over Apollo’s hand, 
moaning like crazy, and Apollo pulling out of his ass before grabbing him 
by the hair, turning him around, and forcing him to his knees. Before Percy 


can even process what’s happening, the guy’s taking Apollo’s cock into his 
mouth and sucking like it’s his favorite lollipop in the world, and all air 
leaves his lungs. 


Apollo looks at Percy. He still isn’t winded, even as he gets his brain sucked 
out through his dick. “Exit, you said? Take a right here, then a left, go 
straight ahead, another right, and you should find a security guard to help 
you out the rest of the way.” 


As he says it, he aggressively fucks into the singer’s throat, his voice not 
even shaking. Percy picks his jaw up from the floor and mumbles out a 
thanks, turning to leave. 


His pants are so tight that he takes as much time as possible following 
Apollo’s route. He is... not telling Piper about this one. 


three 


Once is an accident, twice is a coincidence, thrice is a pattern. Right? 


Percy is not ready for the third time. Ever since the second two months ago 
he’s been a little jumpy, almost waiting to turn a comer and walk into 
another pornographic scene with Apollo as the main star every day, and the 
image of it has... lingered. In his head. He refuses to say any more about it. 


He’s been going on hikes around Temple Hill ever since he moved in order 
to clear his head, and tonight is one of those nights where he doesn’t feel 
like being locked up in his dorm with his roommate and needs a breath of 
fresh air. New Rome truly is beautiful at night, and the lack of people 
around make it almost seem truly ancient, like well-kept ruins, instead of a 
city that’s currently bustling with life. 


He takes a deep breath as he walks past Mars’ temple, after only throwing a 
half-hearted eye-roll at Neptune’s little shed, and then he throws a glance at 
Apollo’s temple, wrinkling his nose as his most recent memories of him 
come back. 


But as he stares, he realizes the temple’s lights are on. Huh. He knows 
Apollo’s children and legacies are diligent about taking care of the temple, 
especially after the Lester situation, and by this time—it’s twelve a.m. 
already—they’re usually done with any clean up that they do. He figures 
maybe they forgot to close up, and approaches, but the second he takes a 
look inside he freezes. 


There’s an altar in the middle of the temple, with a replica of one of the 
many famous Ancient Roman statues of Apollo, where people can leave 
offerings, right next to a hearth. It’s basically a fancy, long, wide marble 
table, because apparently for Apollo in particular, you have the option of 
being able to sacrifice an animal in exchange for a prophecy. It’s an 
outdated practice since New Rome doesn’t do that anymore, of course, but 
it’s just the way it is. 


Right now, though, there isn’t any sacrifice on the altar. Or at least, he 
hopes this isn’t a sacrifice. 


Apollo sits butt naked in the center, and there’s a guy on his lap, and a girl 
on her knees over the both of them, kissing Apollo with her arms around 
their shoulders while the guy works between her legs. They’re both as 
naked as Apollo is, and he notices that one of Apollo’s hands is moving 
between the dude’s asscheeks. 


“T want him to fuck me,” the guy says, with a frown, looking furious at her 
even as he keeps getting the girl off. “You already had his cock in you 
tonight, it’s my turn, I don’t care if you couldn’t make him cum.” 


The girl breaks away from the kiss and glares back. She has brown hair and 
brown eyes, he has dark hair and hazel eyes, and now that he recalls, the 
singer had also had dark hair, but green eyes. Seems like Apollo has a type. 


“Tt’s not that I couldn’, it’s that you ruined it by opening your mouth and he 
had to shove his dick in there to make you shut up—” 


“You’re just admitting that my mouth is better than your pussy—” 


“Now, now,” Apollo calls for their attention, chuckling, pressing a kiss 
against the guy’s temple and running a hand through the girl’s hair. They’re 
both instantly quiet, turning to him like a puppy to their owner, all attitude 
forgotten. “There’s enough of me to share, darlings. It’s all good. You’ll 
each have your turn. Your mouth is wonderful and your pussy gets wet 
enough to make any man weak, I assure you both. No need to compete.” 


“But it is my turn,” the guy whines, and rocks his hips back into Apollo’s 
fingers in his ass, pouting. “It’s so empty without you. And she got three 
orgasms already.” 


“Numbers aren’t that important,” the girl protests, and closes in on them, 
pressing her breasts against Apollo's chest. “And only you can make me this 
wet.” 


Apollo looks between the two of them with a raised eyebrow, humming. “I 
know how to fix this.” 


Percy watches as Apollo gets off the altar and brings the guy with him, 
gesturing for the girl to lay back and spread her legs, her back to Percy. He 
almost chokes, when Apollo bends the guy down, and even though he can’t 
see he knows that his face must be buried against her center because she 
moans, rocking her hips. Apollo stands behind the guy and he must enter 
him, because another moan comes, and then the air fills with the sound of 
his ass getting fucked and her pussy getting eaten and he realizes he 
shouldn’t be here. 


He also realizes he’s painfully hard and he can’t find it in himself to leave. 


He’s frozen in place and his mouth is dry, his heart is pounding, he’s 
sweating and there’s already a wet spot on his underwear from the precum 
his dick has started to produce. He leans heavily against the column next to 
him, mouth open, licking his lips, and the slight change in angle allows him 
to see Apollo better, his cocky, self satisfied smirk as every move of his 
hips gets his two companions off. It robs him from any breath he had left. 


Apollo reaches out with a hand and beckons the girl to lean in closer, so he 
can run a hand through her hair and pull, making her moan even louder. 


Percy bites the inside of his cheek hard enough to draw blood, closing his 
eyes for a brief second. He is almost unconscious of his own hand diving 
inside his pants, gripping around his cock, squeezing and making him 
double over a little, letting out a soft, extremely quiet gasp of pleasure. 


When he opens them again, Apollo’s looking right at him. They make eye 
contact. A shiver runs down his spine and his dick twitches in his hand. 
This time, Apollo doesn’t smile; no, he looks him over from head to toe and 
he must notice the situation in his sweatpants because his eyebrows shoot 
up to his forehead, and then he’s fucking the guy harder, eyes narrowed, 
looking at Percy like he’s challenging him to do something. 


Another moment passes as Percy stands, clueless, panting, hard and 
wanting, and then Apollo rolls his eyes and clicks his tongue and mouths at 
him, wanna join? 


Alarm bells ring in his head and, like someone dropped a water bucket on 
him, Percy remembers that he has a girlfriend that he’s in love with and in a 
committed relationship with, and he shouldn’t been standing here, watching 
this debauchery, this careless demonstration of what Apollo can really do, 
how good he is at getting people fucked out and mindless to the point where 
they don’t realize they’ve been walked in on. 


Still, he’s too slow. The guilt crawling up his chest is strong, but his body is 
locked and he refuses to acknowledge what it wants, taking his hand out of 
his pants and shaking his head, more to himself than to Apollo. 


Apollo lets out a seemingly disappointed sigh and turns back to his lovers, 
only to pull the guy up by the hair, push him onto the altar, and snarl into 
his ear. “Fuck her until she screams herself raw or neither of you are gonna 
cum again all night.” 


Both of them throw themselves into the task instantly; the girl mindlessly 
spreads her legs further and the guy pulls her in by her thighs, probably 
bruising her from how hard he’s gripping her. She whimpers as she’s 
penetrated and Percy’s knees go weak when he realizes that this means that 
Apollo, from behind the guy, is the one setting the pace for the three of 
them. 


Percy stares at his face, that dark look lingering in his eyes like he’s 
considering something, not fully in the moment even though he has two 
people under his mercy right now, two people who were arguing about who 
got to take his cock because it’s just that good. 


Then Apollo meets his eyes, winks at him, and blows him a kiss. 
For the second time, Percy turns around and bolts. 


four 


After that encounter, Percy has more issues sleeping. Every time he closes 
his eyes he’s back there, at Apollo’s temple, making eye contact with him as 
he fucks two people that aren’t him, and the feeling the memory brings is 
one he refuses vehemently to even entertain as possible. 


Annabeth’s started to notice there’s something off about him. He hasn’t told 
her about any of the times this has happened because he knows she would 
probably confront Apollo and make this situation even messier, but he feels 
so, sO guilty. Every time they have sex now, he finds himself thinking that 
Annabeth’s blonde curls are a little too long, look a little too dry, and more 
than once he’s opened his eyes to look into hers and found himself 
confused, for a millisecond, by the lack of blue or gold. 


It’s an issue. His focus is all over the pace. It’s been two weeks and he still 
can’t think properly and his grades are starting to suffer because of it. So 
Percy is now walking the hallways of NRU, looking for the right classroom 
for the open tutoring lectures, trying not to lose his mind. 


His dyslexia makes it so that he misreads the classroom number from his 
phone and he’s wearing his earphones, so just like the first time, Percy 
doesn’t hear the moans until it’s already too late and he’s opened the door. 


This time, Apollo has a professor Percy vaguely recognizes as the choir 
teacher bent over the desk right next to the door. He’s come to learn Apollo 
has no care in the world for subtlety so that doesn’t surprise him— not even 
the image of a youthful looking guy like him bending over someone that’s 


fully suited up and clearly an adult can faze him anymore. All he can hear is 
Doja Cat going I can’t stand it, just one night me in his ears and he realizes 
listening to her while going through his Apollo crisis was a mistake to begin 
with. 


Apollo presses his hand against the back of the professor’s neck, and shrugs 
at Percy. “We’ve got to stop meeting like this.” 


He says it as if this is some sort of meet-cute and not Percy’s current 
nightmare scenario. “Are you doing this on purpose?” 


“Which part?” Apollo tilts his head at him, confused. The way that, once 
more, he doesn’t seem winded despite how loud the professor is starting to 
moan and whimper, and how worrying the sound of the desk’s wood 
creaking is, only serves to pump Percy’s blood and really, the song in his 
ears doesn’t help, because he is starting to think he needs to know what it’d 
take to make Apollo lose his cool in bed. “Because, well, I’m kinda 
purposely keeping my dick warm and wet, but as for the rest—” 


“This isn’t normal,” Percy tries protesting, but Apollo pulls out of the 
professor and shoves his fingers inside instead, jerking himself off as he 
looks at Percy. “I— can’t you stop? I’m trying to accuse you of, of—” 


“Conveniently being in the middle of fucking someone in a public space 
where literally anyone could walk in, and you just have that much good 
luck?” Apollo suggests, and Percy opens his mouth to correct him that he 
means bad luck, but the professor starts begging for Apollo’s dick back and 
he just— he can’t do this. Watching Apollo pump his cock, wet and hard 
and fuck, big, he’s already getting hard and it’s too much. It’s too much and 
he doesn’t know what he’s supposed to do. “Aw, Percy, sweetheart, it’s 
okay. I can share! If you and Annabeth ever feel lonely, I’m up to—” 


The professor cums the second Apollo returns his cock to where it was, 
which spares Percy the aneurysm he was about to have. He stands there in 
quiet shock with his pants tented, as Apollo ignores that his partner’s 
finished and chases his own release, using the professor as a toy. 


Something curls in his chest and, with horror, he acknowledges what he 
wouldn’t, earlier. 


He’s jealous. And it makes him petty. 


He stays. He watches Apollo grunt and furrow his eyebrows, bite his lip. He 
looks bored, despite it. Like this is a chore. Another song starts playing in 
his ears and finally, Percy just... leaves. 


He needs to speak to Annabeth. 


five 


Percy has solved his Apollo crisis. 


He talked to Annabeth. He didn’t tell her, of course, that the last few 
months he’s been plagued by thoughts of getting fucked by the sun god. 
Instead, he tells her he wants to get pegged. Plain and simple. Scratching 
the itch, making the curiosity go away. They tried it for the first time two 
days ago, barely three days after Percy’s last encounter with Apollo, and it 
went... okay. 


It wasn’t super overwhelming, but it was better than the sex they’ve been 
having lately. It was nice, if a littke awkward, but hey— they’re learning, 
it’s fine. Now that the week is over, they’re having a date in Olympus, since 
Annabeth wanted to visit and Poseidon was kind enough to zap them over. 
It’s great. It’s amazing. They have such a nice afternoon and it reminds him 
how in love he is with her. 


Annabeth says she wants to go look at some of her constructions that are 
still in progress as they get ready to leave, and tells him to go ahead and 
start making his way over to his mom’s apartment since it might take a 
while, but Percy wanders Olympus instead since he’s never actually gotten 
a proper tour. 


He gets lost. No use denying it. The place is bigger than it seems, which is 
probably the point, since it’s sort of, well, magical, but everything looks so 


similar, too, and he has ADHD, so... yeah, lost. 


He ends up walking through a garden and then a strange feeling comes over 
him, like he just went through a curtain, and the aroma of flowers gets 
ridiculously overpowering. He turns back to retrace his steps, but finds a 
solid wall behind him. He touches it. Yep, no way out. 


Sighing, Percy wonders if this is it. He walked into a weird magical place in 
Olympus and now he’s going to become another allegory about... er... 
always looking at road signs, or something. He does the only thing he can 
do and follows the stone path, looking at the apple trees and the roses 
around him and starting to get a bad feeling. 


Which is when he hears the distant moaning, of course, and he closes his 
eyes and starts counting, slowly, to fifty. Then to a hundred. Then he walks 
towards it, wanting to get it over with, feeling like he has a lot of strength in 
him after being honest with Annabeth about his desires and having such a 
good day with her. 


He is not prepared for Aphrodite. 


The garden path leads to a room, strangely enough, with proper walls, and 
furniture, from a dresser to a nightstand and a loveseat and, of course, the 
bed. 


The bed, where for a second he thinks it’s Annabeth that’s naked and 
sinking on Apollo’s cock, riding him, his hands on her breasts, but it’s just 
the blur of her bouncing because when she looks at him, he sees striking 
blue eyes with notes of gold, and her hair is perfect, soft, rich and short, the 
way Annabeth’s never is. Her shoulders are strong and her arms are well- 
defined, her fingers against her clit long and scarred, her skin is perfectly 
tanned, and her lips, pulled into an almost malicious, sadistic smirk, curls 
just as cocky as the smile Apollo throws him when he leans his head back 
off the edge of the bed to look at Percy. 


“Ah,” Apollo lets out, as Percy’s brain explodes at seeing Apollo fucking 
Apollo. “‘Dite, you were right. Didn’t think he’d be horny enough to find 
this place.” 


Aphrodite’s hums, slowing down her pace on Apollo’s cock so she can talk 
properly, moaning high-pitched and perfect in a way that curls into Percy’s 
ear. He can’t decide whether he likes the sound or not, because he doubts 
Apollo sounds like that. 


“T’m always right,” she says, biting her lip, throwing her head back to 
shiver and moan. Something must happen in her pussy that Percy is most 
definitely not privy to, because Apollo actually lets out a breathy moan, 
deep and throaty, that has Percy’s heart stopping dead before taking a 
running start, leaving him dizzy. “Ah, fuck, Apollo, baby, you’re as good as 
always. Thought you would’ve lost your edge after being a punny little ant 
for so long.” 


“You have no idea how many people I wanted to bend over the nearest 
surface for those six months,” Apollo answers, sighing, letting out another 
sound that makes the arousal in his belly even stronger. Percy realizes that 
he’s not being added into the conversation, like usual, not really, and that 
has his face heating up with a feeling he can’t quite yet grasp. “Rather, I’m 
surprised you didn’t come to me sooner. Ares has been a bore for years 
now. I blame the wars being based on modern capitalism now.” 


“Don’t remind me,” Aphrodite rolls her eyes, then her body tenses up, and 
she speeds up her fingers against her clit, but keeps the same pace on 
Apollo’s cock. “Fuck, yeah, so close, it’s so good, ah, hm—” 


Apollo squeezes her breasts, then brings his fingers to his mouth and wets 
them before slapping Aphrodite’s hand away from her clit so he can take 
care of it himself, making her let out another way-too-perfect moan, longer, 
raw. 


“Yes,” she hisses. “Fuck, just, like that, thank the gods you’re a perfectionist 


2) 


She cums with a violent twitch to her body, but neither of them stop moving 
at any moment, going and going as she leans down and kisses him. Apollo 
sits up, thrusting his cock into her as they make out, moaning, and Percy 
realizes how messy he looks— how wrecked, flushed and his skin sporting 
a light sheen of sweat. 


It’s a contrast to how uninterested he seemed earlier this week. This is 
passionate. This is lustful. This is truly Apollo enjoying himself, 
considering the way his hands wander, like he can’t get enough of her body, 
nails digging in so hard Percy can see the marks, the bruises already 
forming. Their kissing is long and drawn out and considering how it looks 
like Apollo split himself in two, it’s the hottest thing he’s ever seen. 


And he’s furious. He’s jealous. So much it chokes him, a knot in his throat, 
a pressure in his chest. He wants Apollo panting like that for him. He wants 
his hands struggling to cover enough of his skin to make him satisfied. He 
wants his cock fucking up into him so eagerly that he bounces the way 
Aphrodite is right now, her skin covered in goosebumps and her nails 
paiting lines down Apollo’s back. 


She breaks away from the kiss and pushes Apollo back down, further back 
towards the edge of the bed. Apollo makes eye contact with him and visibly 
swallows, biting his lip, raising his eyebrows at him as his smile, that 
fucking smug smile from hell, slowly takes shape. 


“How cute,” Aphrodite coos, and Percy looks at her, watching how her 
smile perfectly mimics Apollo’s, with an added edge of cruelty, sadism. 
“He’s so jealous, Apollo. Lusting after you like he never has for anyone. He 
wants to take your big fat cock the way I am right now.” 


Apollo groans, closing his eyes for a brief second. When he opens them, he 
looks right into Percy’s eyes. “I know he wants it. I saw it. But you know 
how mortals are. No sharing.” 


“You don’t want to share with that girl anyways,” Aphrodite laughs, but it’s 
cut off when Apollo suddenly switches their positions, making her be the 
one laying down and having to let her head hang off the bed to look at him. 
Apollo takes her legs and wraps them around his waist and fucks her hard 
enough that every slap of skin against skin sounds like a whiplash to his 
ears. “You’re so possessive, Apollo, you wouldn’t be able to see her touch 
him if you ever did it too. And she is so dull, I thought she’d be so much 
more interesting when she was younger— ah!” 


It’s almost like the orgasm crept up on her, judging by her reaction, and 
Apollo laughs as she shivers and moans. “You always think crazy things. At 
least you look pretty with green eyes. Hair should be shorter, though. 
Darker.” 


She ignores him, looking at Percy. “You should just join us, sweetheart. It’ll 
be easier for you that way. For her, as well. And Apollo really is the best of 
the best— fuck, just look how wet he has me. You think that’s an easy 
feat?” 


Apollo seems to like that idea, since he pulls out and Aphrodite instantly 
gets on all fours for him to see it, but he’s not interested in that. Instead, he 
clenches his fists, trying to keep down his anger, his hurt, all the 
unreasonable feelings rising up on him that shouldn’t exist because Apollo’s 
nothing to him. He’s nothing to Apollo. This is a fact. 


“Hm,” Aphrodite hums, and pushes Apollo back against the headboard, 
making him sit. She crawls between his legs. “A bottom is a bottom, I 
guess.” 


“Make sure he can see,” is all Apollo says, removing Aphrodite hair out of 
the way. His breath catches as he sees her take Apollo into her mouth, all 
the way, not even taking a deep breath before or anything— Apollo groans 
like a wounded man and raises his hips, fucking her mouth, and Percy 
doesn’t realize that he lets out a sound, but they clearly do, because 
Aphrodite makes a noise like she’s delighted and Apollo’s smile turns wide, 
even cockier, and he does the same thing again. This time, Percy keeps 
down any noises. “Fuck, ‘Dite, your mouth is criminal. Bet his would feel 
better, though. Pretty virgin mouth, has never taken a cock. Would love to 
ruin it.” 


“Stop,” Percy rasps out, the first word he’s said in what feels like centuries. 
Apollo raises his eyebrows at him. “Stop. Let me out of here. I don’t want 
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“That’s a lie,” Apollo interrupts, licking his lips. He must have been holding 
off an orgasm for a while because his movement is erratic, jerky, like he’s 
close. His eyes are dark, and feel heavy on Percy. “You can’t lie to me, 


Perseus. I know truth like no one else. And so does this pretty little hole I 
got for myself right here, since you wouldn’t consider taking me seriously.” 


Aphrodite makes a noise of approval and puts up a thumbs up, only to 
choke as Apollo fucks her mouth even faster. It doesn’t stop him. 


Percy swallows. “I can’t. Please. Let me go. I cant.” 


“So loyal,” Apollo mumbles, tangling his fingers in Aphrodite’s hair to 
keep her head still, to fuck her mouth like he wants to. “It’s an admirable 
trait, Perseus, but I feel you’re rather blind this time. Fighting for the wrong 
thing, instead of following your instinct— ah, fuck, yes, just like that. Are 
you gonna stay and watch me cum, or are you gonna run away like you 
always do?” 


“I...” Percy starts, but it’s the same curse; he’s too slow and Apollo’s 
closing his eyes, waving a hand at the air to make a door appear, but he 
can’t move. He can’t make a choice and maybe that means he already took 
it anyway because he stares and stares, because a part of him wants to see it, 
wants to know. 


Apollo curses and tenses up, opening his eyes, pulling Aphrodite away from 
his cock to jerk himself the rest of the way off. Percy’s eyes fall on that 
sight, and he’s— he’s broken. He’s broken inside because the curl of 
jealousy that fills him at how Apollo’s cum paints Aphrodite’s face can’t be 
normal, the anger that she was good enough to get him off when no one else 
was can’t be real. 


But it is, and Percy aches so much in his pants, it’s enough proof of it. 


Aphrodite sits up as Apollo lays back, looking at Percy with a smile like he 
knows he’s already won a game that Percy wasn’t privy to. She looks at him 
but he has no eyes for her, all he sees is Apollo. Aphrodite sighs, planting a 
kiss on Apollo’s lips. 


“Oh, Apollo,” she says, her voice close to a purr. “I love it when you ruin 
pretty things.” 


He doesn’t know how he manages to, but Percy gets out of the room, finds 
his way to Annabeth, and then finds his way back home. 


He’s never been more scared, jealous, angry and desperate in his life. It’s 
the most emotion he’s felt in years. 


And he kind of loves it. 


2. and one. 


Percy and Annabeth take a risk. 


Ever since he saw Aphrodite and Apollo fucking he's been insatiable. 
Unsatisfied. Jarred and incomplete, and of course she's noticed, but Percy's 
only slightly concerned about her finding out the truth and more 
preoccupied with getting rid of the itch under his skin. 


It takes convincing. A lot of groveling. It takes making Annabeth countless 
favors and paying for countless dates and pampering her every single night, 
eating her out and fucking her just the way she likes until she agrees. 


They pick the NRU library after closing hours. Annabeth has a key, and she 
knows the spot where the security cameras won't catch wind of them. She 
guides him in, her hand an iron grip around his wrist. Percy's already 
breathing hard and his knees are already going weak and he—gods, he's so 
horny. He's so desperate. It renders him useless and submissive and he 
knows Annabeth hates it when he gets like this in bed but he did all those 
favors for a reason so she can't even complain. She agreed to this. 


Annabeth bends him over one of the library's tables and presses her crotch 
against his ass, through their clothing. The outline of her strap makes his 
breath catch as she leans down to whisper in his ear. “You like this, Percy?" 


She sounds a little awkward. It's fine. Annabeth is not great at dirty talk and 
neither is he but they try sometimes and right now, Percy's so desperate that 
anything would work. “Fuck, yeah, I wanna get fucked—” 


“T got you,” Annabeth hesitantly rubs his back, digging her nails in through 
his shirt. “Did you prep yourself?” 


“Yeah,” Percy nods, pressing his cheek against the table and swallows. “Got 
more lube in my pocket, though.” 


Annabeth doesn't reply, unbuttoning his pants and pulling them down with 
his underwear. The cold air of the room hits his skin and he shivers when 


Annabeth presses a finger inside his ass, feeling around. Her other hand 
reaches around and wraps around his dick; Percy's hip buck, a moan 
escaping his lips. 


“Oh wow,” Annabeth lets out, sounding genuinely shocked. “You're really 
into this, aren't you?” 


Percy blushes deep red. “I guess. Do, do you actually need more lube?” 


“For the strap, yeah,” Annabeth sighs. She's not that fond of the strap, after 
getting more acquainted with it, says it's not enough pressure against her clit 
because of how hard and fast Percy likes getting fucked. He cares very, very 
little about that, so he just pulls the lube out of the pocket of his hoodie and 
hands it over. He swallows as he hears her unzip her pants and pull out the 
strap, as the sound of lube rubbing against plastic reaches his ears. Then, he 
feels the head, cold and wet against his hole. “Ready? All good?” 


“Please,” Percy begs, nudges his hips back, and starts tearing up when 
Annabeth pushes the strap in, closing his eyes and moaning. A part of him 
is disappointed that she didn’t tease him a little, make him beg a little 
harder—the way Apollo probably would—but Annabeth likes sex to be 
simple. If he asks for it he gets it, as long as it’s not that out of reach. The 
fact that they’re doing this is proof enough. “Ah, yes, yes, can you, uh, 
harder?” 


“I’ve barely put it in, don’t rush it,” Annabeth chides him, and Percy resist 
the urge to push back against the strap, holds back a whine, holds back how 
much he wants to scream already because gods, gods, gods, this is nice, it’s 
okay, but he can already tell it’s going to be nothing like getting fucked by 
Apollo would be. He settles for arching his back until Annabeth finishes 
bottoming out, making him spread his legs a little more because gods, he 
wants. “Okay. It’s in. You’re good to start now?” 


Instead of answering Percy rocks his hips back and thankfully Annabeth 
gets the hint and starts pulling out, out, slowly, not nearly enough before 
she’s pushing back in softly, gently. Percy wants to scream again because 
Annabeth defaults to this type of pace because it’s what she likes when he 


fucks her and it makes his forehead hit the table with force because he 
doesn’t know if he has it in him to snap at her to do this right. 


He decides to just take it. Enjoy it for what it is. Annabeth is doing this for 
him, she’s making an effort, and it’s not like it’s bad. She has issues hitting 
his prostate and hasn’t managed quite this time yet and her grip on his hips 
is too loose so he’s moving too much. But it’s okay. The fact that he’s bent 
over and it’s a public place is enough to keep his blood pumping and the 
stimulation is good. 


Percy opens his eyes and sees Apollo coming up from behind a bookshelf. 
He chokes, tensing up, and that must alert Annabeth of the situation 
because she gasps and stops, her voice coming out panicked. “What the— 
Apollo?!” 


Apollo hums, waving at them, looking them up and down. Percy hates how 
it makes his heart pound harder, in a good way. His eyes are dark and his 
smile is sharp enough that he feels it cutting into his skin. “Why, what a 
coincidence. Having some nightly fun?” 


“What are you doing here?” Annabeth demands. She’s either too shocked or 
too embarrassed to acknowledge the fact that the strap is still inside him, 
and Percy thanks the gods that she can’t actually feel him clench around it 
when Apollo stares right at his face and licks his lips, leaning against the 
bookshelf. “Do you mind? We’re— we’re in the middle of something—” 


“Oh, I noticed,” Apollo snorts, looking up at her. “I don’t mind at all. 
You’re awful at this. He still has thoughts in that pretty little head of his, 
doesn’t he? He should be out of his mind by now.” 


Anabeth’s grips on his hips tighten, and Percy shivers. Her voice comes out 
full of vitriol, acid. “You— how dare you, who the hell do you think you 
are—?” 


“The one your cute little boyfriend wishes was fucking him instead,” 
Apollo deadpans, crossing his arms, and Annabeth’s resulting silence is 
deafening. Percy closes his eyes. He’s painfully hard. Just Apollo’s voice is 
enough to keep his body interested. “Hm, I guess he never told you, after 


all, did he? I suppose it’s not the sort of thing you share, walking in on a 
god fucking so many people and getting so jealous—” 


“Percy,” Annabeth breaks in, her voice cold. “Percy, what is he talking 
about?” 


He takes a deep breath and does something that he’ll probably regret. 
“Ignore him. Keep going.” 


Apollo makes a sound of delight while Annabeth remains silent. He opens 
his eyes to see his face and shivers at his smirk. Apollo comes over and sits 
down on the chair at the other end of the table, leaning in and down until his 
chin is resting down on the wood, so close his breath ghosts his lips. Percy 
whimpers. 


“Fascinating,” Apollo whispers, and actually leans in further and plants a 
kiss on Percy’s nose, before leaning back against his chair, propping his 
legs up on the table, looking at Annabeth. “I think you got your answer, 
honey. What are you gonna do about it?” 


Annabeth snaps. “You absolute piece of shit. This is your fault, isn’t it? You 
seduced him, didn’t you? Fuck, who knows what you’ve done to him, to his 
head—” 


“You can believe whatever you want to believe, but...” Apollo raises his 
eyebrows. “Why don’t you take it out on him?” 


“What?” Annabeth asks, her voice raising. He’s pretty sure there’s no way a 
camera doesn’t catch the noise now. He closes his eyes. “You’re a sick fuck 
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“He wants you to fuck him, doesn’t he?” Apollo shrugs, looking almost 
uninterested. Then he looks down at Percy and smiles, blowing him a kiss. 
“Unless you’d rather I take over and you can just leave us be.” 


That must hurt her pride. Annabeth never walks away from things. 
Annabeth never likes letting someone else have a leg up on her, to allow 
someone else to have the victory. It’s the best way to get what he wants and 


he knows it, and Percy is hopeless to it. Obsessed. He closes his eyes and 
cries because this is too much, it hurts, he hurts, but gods, he wants. He 
wants this. He wants Annabeth to fuck him and Apollo to watch and 
judging by the way her nails dig into his skin, she’s fallen for his trap just as 
he has. 


He played Annabeth for a fool. He played Percy for a slut. And he won. 


Annabeth pulls her hips back and the strap follows and she snaps them back 
in harder than she ever has before, following Apollo’s advice and taking her 
anger and betrayal and hurt out on him and fuck, fuck, it’s good. It’s still 
clumsy and there’s a slight delay because it’s not like the strap harness is 
super tight but the intensity is just as he wanted and his cheek is rubbing 
against the table, the lube has dried a bit and it hurts in just the right way. 


And then Apollo opens his mouth again. “Boring. Do you even know where 
his prostate is? It’s not that difficult.” 


Annabeth snarls. “Shut up, shut up, shut up, you’ve ruined enough, you’ve 
done enough—” 


“1 don’t think I have,” Apollo laughs, and then climbs the table, leaning 
against his hand and the other one reaches out— runs over his hair, at first 
gentle, then grabbing a fistful and pulling up until Percy has no choice but 
to straighten up, leaning on his hands, until he’s level with his face. It 
changes at angle that Annabeth is hitting him at and she finally strikes gold; 
Percy’s mouth drops open and a loud, drawn-out moan leaves him, louder 
than he’s ever been in bed before. “There you go. You’re welcome.” 


Percy whines, high in his throat. “Oh, gods, please, please, Apollo, harder 


The noise Annabeth lets out feels like a dagger twisting in his chest, but she 
seems at a loss for words, unable to do anything other than comply with his 
request— out of anger, out of what he wouldn’t put beneath saying might 
be swirling hate, either for him or for Apollo or for both of them. Apollo 
laughs again, running his hand through Percy’s hair and then trailing his 
fingers down his neck, sending a shudder through his body. 


“Perfect,” Apollo says, letting his hand fall away. Percy is crying. Gasps 
and hiccups shake his body and tears are rolling down his cheeks and some 
of it is heartbreak because he knows there’s no coming back for it, for most 
of it is the burning in his belly, the precum dripping from his cock, the 
pressure against his prostate that brings him closer and closer to release. 


Annabeth presses her forehead against the back of his neck and she’s 
probably crying too but she’s not showing it. Her nails have started to draw 
blood. Percy hates how he can only think about how awful it feels to 
acknowledge that she’s too short and too thin and he wishes he was 
wrapped up in warm, strong arms. 


“Hm,” Apollo lets out, leaning in to press a kiss against Percy’s cheek. 
“Don’t worry, Perseus. I want you just as much. It’ll be over soon. I can 
bear letting her have you one last night, and then I’m going to take you. I’m 
going to ruin you for anyone else. I’ll show you what it’s like to be with me. 
I will make you mine.” 


Percy’s vision gets blurry and he gasps, clenching down on the strap, but his 
orgasm isn’t quite here yet, he’s still holding on, and Annabeth’s 
movements are too erratic; she’s too emotional. He doesn’t have it in him to 
wrap his own hand around his dick and it makes him sob even harder that 
this little hell isn’t over yet. 


Apollo looks over his body and sighs. “She can’t even get this one thing 
right, can she? Oh, well.” 


And then Apollo reaches into his own pants and pulls out his cock and 
Percy stares with rising panic because oh gods, oh gods, no, no, he’s going 
to make him cum like this and it’s— it’s not fair, just the sight of him 
shouldn’t be enough to finish messing him up but it is. His mouth is 
watering, he’s drooling, his noises become jarring to his own ears, and as 
Apollo squeezes his hand around the base of his cock, pumping just once 
before throwing his head back for a moan, Percy feels himself giving in. 


It’s easily the best orgasm he’s ever had. He’s crying out and shaking, his 
arms dropping from under him so he almost hits his head against the table 
as his hips push back against the strap and he clenches and twitches, cum 


escaping out of him rather generously. During it, Annabeth stops, and he’s 
only vaguely aware of her pulling out and taking off the harness and 
throwing it on the table before storming out. 


Apollo pulls his head into his lap, running a hand through his hair as he 
sobs. “There, there, darling. It'll be okay. It’ll pass. I promise to make you 
happy. I’ll give you my blessings, give you my children, everything. You 
just have to say the word.” 


Percy lifts his forehead from his lap, looking up at him. Then, he looks 
down at Apollo’s cock, hard, big enough to make him drool again. 


Instead of answering, Percy drops his mouth open and waits. Apollo smirks, 
sighing. “I love happy endings. Don’t you?” 


Yeah. He does. 
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